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“It is what you read when you don't have 
to that determines what you will be when 
you can't help it." 


- Oscar Wilde 
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Letter from 
the Editor 


It gives me great pleasure to present to you the fall 2013 issue of The Auburn Circle. 'This has 
been an interesting semester for me, as it marked the beginning of my second year as editor-in- 
chief. While having a year of experience under my belt has proved to be beneficial, it has also of- 
fered unique challenges, the most difficult being maintaining forward progress. 

In a creative environment, stagnation means death; without change, things become very boring 
very quod And as the Circle is a creative publication, change is necessary. But as most people 
would attest, change is hard, and it is definitely something I struggled with going into this semester. 

Fortunately for you, the reader, and for the magazine itself, with the help of my brilliant staff, 
I was able to push past my apprehensions about change and create a magazine that is much more 
aesthetically striking. 

If you're a long time reader of the Circle, you've probably noticed that there is normally a lot 
of white space. It seems that for the past several years, the editors, myself included, were wary to 
design spreads that took advantage of the entire page. If you've looked through this magazine at all, 
you Il probably notice that this year, that isn't the case. 

This semester, we received a great number of beautiful photographs, and it seemed a shame 
to relegate these photos to tiny boxes surrounded by text. So we designed a magazine that would 
showcase the photography. We have a number of talented photographers on Auburn's campus, and 
their work, along with their willingness to submit to the Circle, has truly made this issue a success. 


Shelby Rice 
Editor-in-Chief 
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Charlie Harper 


Piece: *Balloons" (cover photo) 


Major: Radio, Television, and Film 
Year: Senior 
Hometown: Auburn, Alabama 
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1. How did you come up with the title for this work? 


I wanted to keep my title simple, so I named it based off what was in the picture, balloons. 


2. What was your inspiration for this piece? 


I had a photography assignment for a class earlier this semester in which one of the photos needed to display density 
and the first thing I thought of was a set of balloons each having more density than the last. 


3. How would you describe your creative process? 
I have an extremely laid-back creative process. I have to let my ideas develop organically because if my intention is to be 


creative, my ideas usually end up being convoluted and generally terrible. However, if I let an idea ferment іп my head, 
it will eventually become something better, and if it doesn't, then the idea wasn't good to begin with. Basically, I'm lazy. 


4. When did you begin taking photographs and why? 


I only started taking photos this past summer, and it was because I've been doing video for close to a year now, and I 
wanted to try something new. 


5. Who is your biggest artistic influence and why? 


My friends have influenced me more than anyone else. They're the ones that keep me interested in doing artistic proj- 
ects, and they're the ones that have taught and supported me. Without them I might've lost interest a long time ago. 


6. Where's your favorite place to take pictures? 


I've only taken photos in Auburn, and so far it's been a great experience. I’m constantly finding new and interesting 
places to photograph. 


7. What's your favorite thing about photography? 


I like the simplicity of it. Tm not saying photography is simple by any means, but I like that I don't have to decide what 
type of equipment I want to put my camera on, like I have to do with video. Its nice to have one less aspect to think 
about when deciding how to present your subject. 


8. What's your favorite feature on your camera or your favorite Photoshop 
tool? 


I enjoy using the Blur tool in photoshop because it helps your subject stand out from the background and it's so easy 
to use. 
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Featured Author: 
Lane Scott Jones 


Piece: “The Fall” 


Major: English 
Year: Senior ; 
Hometown: Greensboro, North Carolina 
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1. How did you come up with the title for this work? 


The title of this piece is multi-faceted. On it's surface, of course, it refers to the season. Then theres the idea of falling 
in love—a verb that expresses how simultaneously jolting and uncontrollable the act is. Since this is a story that deals 
with issues of false faith, loss of innocence, and a newfound redemption, it is appropriate that ^The Fall" also inherently 
brings to mind the image of Adam and Eve in the garden of Eden. 


2. What was your inspiration for this piece? 


This piece was inspired by a dear friend of mine who had to lose a false religion in order to find true redemption. I 
loved watching her work through holiness and irreverence in the same breath: how she learned to curse but never quite 
forgot how to quote scripture. She told me, even in her days of proclaimed atheism, that she sometimes found herself 
praying. I loved how those two things could exist together in her, and the rawness and authenticity of her trying to 
reconcile the two. 


3. How would you describe your creative process? 
I compulsively collect stories, facts, natural phenomenons, and overheard dialogue in a small leather-bound notebook 


that I carry with me everywhere. Every time I begin a story, I turn to those fragments for inspiration. That they are 
culled from the world around me helps give my stories substance and richness that they wouldn't have otherwise. 


4. What was the hardest part about writing this piece? 
Its difficult to deal with the reality of religion in a way that’s true to life. I am a Christian, and it's easy to want to sanitize 


and sugar-coat what it means to be a believer. To only show the parts that look perfect. But my own story proves that it 
is a tangled, broken, beautiful, gritty process, and I wanted to communicate the fullness of that experience. 


5. When did you start writing and why? 


I started writing at 16, when I realized that unless I put pen to paper, all my thoughts and experiences would clog up in 
my head until it collapsed in on itself. 


6. Who is your biggest writing influence and why? 


One of the biggest is Anne Lamott, author of Bird by Bird and Traveling Mercies (among others). I love the way that her 
essays meet with difficult issues, ones of hardship and her journey to faith, with humor and irreverence. 


7. Which do you prefer to use when writing: pencil, pen or computer? 


(See question 3) Once I've accumulated enough little story fragments, I turn to the computer to compile them. I open 
up a new email draft and address it to someone I love, even though I will never hit send. Somehow, the email format 
lets me write thousands of words in a third of the time it would have taken in a Word document. 
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I met him in the fall. I always do. 

I had almost forgotten to keep searching when I saw him. I was in the weary 
squalor of a hotel bar near the law office where Id just begun work as a receptionist. 
My days were faded red lipstick, runs in my hose, hands on my leg. When saw him at 
the bar through dim light and mirrored walls, he was smiling. I'd developed a system 
from spending time alone at places like this with men like these. I would watch them 
quietly from behind the rim of my smeared wine glass, watch how they smiled when 
they murmured drink orders to the bartender or words of lace to the bare-legged 
girls on stools. I would watch them through the mirrored backsplash and look to see 
if the smile stayed when the people talking to him looked away. I learned how their 
faces would turn to stone when they thought no one was watching. But when I saw 
him, warped and backwards in the cloudy mirror, he saw me looking. And his smile 
stayed. I felt the tug of thumping bass. I couldn't tell if it was him pulling at my sleeve 
or the music. I ordered another drink. 

Men usually find me when they're looking for something else. They're looking 


Lane Scott Jones 
fiction 
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for a sad girl, one who drinks warm whiskey and writes 
her number on a damp cocktail napkin. I dont know 
what is it about me that causes them to keep mistaking 
me for her. They think I'm searching for redemption in 
their touch, but I'm damning them with mine. Through 
the haze of the bar, the cloud of alcohol weaving its way 
through their bloodstream, they miss that. 
But he didnt. 


Neither had you. 

I was in the tenth grade when I met you, when my 
hair was still long. You were a senior in college. It was fall 
then, too. I was taking classes at the local liberal arts col- 
lege and shooting photographs for the campus newspa- 
per. You were a writer and wore a black hat with a circled 
А on it. Between interviews you talked to me about your 
sister in Boston, Mexican politicians, and abandoned 
buildings with unlocked doors. We would go to the 
woods that surrounded Guilford Lake and try to get lost. 
We found the places in the forest where the trees were so 
thick that there was no sunlight, only an emerald glow 
from the canopy overhead. Your hands found my waist. 
Your lips found my neck. We found our way back to the 
car just before dark. I changed into church clothes in the 
backseat while you watched. 

I could see right through the front windows of the 
tiny building when we tore into the parking lot. Some- 
one had draped a banner across the doorway that spelled 
out “Welcome to Christ's Sanctified Holy Church" in de- 
liberate black letters. Inside, thirty people crowded on 
stage, facing rows of empty pews and the glass door with 
the banner where I was leaning against your car while 
I slipped on my heels. I glanced back at you, glowing 
golden in the light streaming through the windows, and 
stepped inside. 

I was born into Christs Sanctified Holy Church. 
Among its founders, who planted the first of the one- 
room churches in Chincoteague, was my grandfather, 
Socks. When I was younger, before I converted at ten, 
I attended church meetings and sat in the pews with all 
the other under-tens while our parents, siblings, and 
older friends slowly made their way to the stand where 
they sang hymns in shaky unison. Our church never had 
any visitors. 


fallen for other boys before you. I loved them, extended before 
me like branches hanging heavy with forbidden fruit. I listened to them 
curse as if they were reciting a psalm. | read their tattoos like scr 


I turned ten during a feast meeting, when all the 
churches gathered in a single building and met seven 
times in a single weekend. On Friday night, I walked 
down to the altar to begin the first step towards saint- 
hood, conversion, and then, the next night, I would 
achieve a state of sanctification that would free me from 
sin, they said. 

After that, I was a saint. I stood during service in- 
stead of sitting. I could no longer wear jewelry, drink, 
curse, lie, paint my fingernails, go to movie theaters. I 
continued to lie, cheat, listen to my parents scream at 
one another and at me, and tremor with rage on the 
nights when the screaming turned to beatings. My sis- 
ter and I would lock ourselves in her bedroom and fall 
asleep together until our parents woke us for church in 
the morning. We dressed silently in long sleeves, and 
powdered concealer over yellowing bruises. From the 
stand we sang hymns about being free from sin, clapping 
along with sore and tender limbs. 

Walking through the glass doors as you drove away, 
I ducked my head to let curls block my guilty face from 
where my mother stood on the womens side of the 
stand. I walked quickly up the stairs and took my place 
among the strained voices beside my sister, who glanced 
at me with concern and then alarm as she noticed the 
burgundy marks that had blossomed around my neck. 
I pulled my hair from behind my ears and glanced over 
my shoulder. Standing to my left, on the mens side, was 
my boyfriend. 

He was four years older than me and we had only 
been dating a month when he transferred from a col- 
lege in Wilmington to be with me in Greensboro. He 
caught my eye and smiled. He was distantly related to 
me somehow, but I tried to drive that thought away. In 
the church, we were forbidden to date an outsider, so we 
circulated among the five main families that made up 
the congregation, breathing each others' thoughts back 
to one another. I broke up with him in the parking lot 
after church that night and then snuck you into my bed- 
room at two that morning. 

You undressed me slowly, silently, while my parents 
slept upstairs. 


ххх 
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extended before me like branches hanging heavy with 
forbidden fruit. I listened to them curse as if they were 
reciting a psalm. I read their tattoos like scripture. I 
would suspend them between wanting me and knowing 
they couldnt have me, because of my strange religion. 
My cult, they would call it, while my lips hovered dan- 
gerously close to theirs with mean desire. Sooner or later, 
most of them would come to sit in our empty pews. A 
few made it to the stand, miraculously and rapidly saved, 
with lust so disciplined it looked like holiness. You never 
did, though. You wouldnt. 

"Im Jewish,’ you would tell me. “And an anarchist. 
Just like Jesus” 

I spent my Sunday afternoons at your house, across 
from the library where my mom thought I was studying, 
watching films on your couch. We mourned Timothy 
Treadwell in Grizzly Man, the samurai in Rashomon, 
and Elaine in The Graduate. You told me that the last 
scene, after the wedding, with the two of them on the 
backseat of the bus, was shot after the director yelled 
cut. The original ending would have been the characters 
gleeful and giddy after leaving her wedding together, but 
when the director called cut, the actors retreated into 
themselves, smiles folding into weariness and disillu- 
sion. You told me that those last seven seconds changed 
the entire film. The end rewrote the beginning. We spent 
the entire winter on couches together, asking ourselves 
what this would look like when we looked back. We 
didnt look back. 


ххх 


The breakdown came in the spring. You asked me to 
be your girlfriend. We spent balmy afternoons among 
the new green flowers and I came home smelling like 
you. А couple from my church asked me to house-sit 
while they went away for the weekend. It was a sprawl- 
ing house, buried back in a wooded neighborhood and 
bordered by a lake. You came over and we swam in the 
warm lake under a big moon, swimsuits on the dock. 
In the waist-high water, you waded toward me with the 
moon behind you like a halo. I said, “damn it" when 
what I meant was “amen.” We woke up in a tangle of pil- 
lows and blankets on the back porch, to the sound of a 
car coming up the drive. 

My parents found out. My parents found out and told 
me, blood vessels bursting, dragging me by the hair, that 
I was going to hell. 


shriek obscenities and proverbs in the same 
breath. They struck me with the same palms they folded in prayer. 


"Its this boy or the church!" They screamed. "Are you 
ready to give that up? АП your friends and family? Your 
home? Us?" 

It was you or the church. You or everything I knew. 
You or them. As I listened to them, I could feel a dead- 
ening behind my eyes. My parents could shriek obsceni- 
ties and proverbs in the same breath. They struck me 
with the same palms they folded in prayer. They were 
descending on me then, blocking the door to my tiny 
room, probably preferring to kill me than to watch me 
walk out on them. My mom was holding me down, her 
nails digging into my wrists, when I gave her my answer. 

"Fuck you.” 

Fuck you. She released my arms immediately, as 
though touching me might curse her. She was stunned. 
She had never heard me use a curse word, and it was 
so laced with conviction that she was sure I couldn't be 
her daughter. That one phrase told her everything she 
needed to know from me, and she stumbled back into 
my dad's arms while I grabbed my backpack from the 
floor and ran outside. 


ххх 


I cut off my hair and moved in with you. I wore your 
key on a chain around my neck. We wandered through 
dark downtown alleys. Street lamps made your face 
grow gold and your eyes yellow, but I felt closest to you 
in the shadows. Your hand closed down on my wrist and 
pressed me against the fence of an old, unused church. 
There was a long pause. I felt the length of your body 
pressed against me and splintering wood against my 
back. Reaching behind me for the latch, you eased open 
the gate and led me through the courtyard into the sanc- 
tuary. The church was hundreds of years old, no longer 
in use, and the doors swung open gratefully at our touch. 
Wooden pews lined the swept dirt floor. You led me to 
the altar, taking your hand in mine, and we turned to 
face the rows of empty seats. I raised my eyes and looked 
toward the light from the street streaming in through 
the enormous stained glass window, purples and yellow 
refractions gilding my bare arms. We sang hallelujahs at 
the top of our lungs into the vaulted wooden ceiling. 

I had never felt closer to heaven. 


хх 


It had been exactly 58 days since I last heard from my 
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family, a courtesy phone call from the emergency room. 
Do you remember? In the summer, our silence had 
grown to fill the house. It crept into the corners of every 
room, seeped over the windowsills. Do you remember 
the apple orchard? We tasted the land tart and sweet. I 
tasted your lips for the very first time. In Salem, we saw 
stakes where witches were burned. Do you remember, 
we quizzed each other, rummaging for scraps of feelings 
we did not have anymore. Do you remember reading to- 
gether, books we knew from when we were children? We 
laughed in the middle and I cried at the end because I al- 
ways do. The rooftop, with ice in your hair? The rooftop, 
with your warm hands on my cheeks. Do you remember, 
we asked each other and ourselves. When we drove to 
Richmond to be near each other on Belle Isle? The night 
I cared about you most, over a stack of pancakes and a 
shared pot of coffee. We were both so sick. You told me 
I looked beautiful. The silence crushed me against the 
walls, expanding until I couldn't move. I saw him the 
same but miles away. We had nothing left to say. 


“Not a Photoshoot” by Renae Nicole Rodriguez 
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Do you remember the fighting? The day I drove you 
to the hospital to see your grandfather? In the waiting 
room we watched news reports of a school shooting. 
We turned up the volume to drown out the sound of my 
grandfather's stuttering heart. We rustled magazines to 
strangle our silence. We choked on the stale air. In the 
harsh, white hospital building, I found myself sitting 
across from strangers who had the faces of my family 
and beside a boy who kept glancing toward the door. 

Do you remember? You were not the salvation I 
thought youd be. 


I remember. 


хх * 


It ended in the summer. It always does. 

I moved out. You graduated and moved back to Bos- 
ton, to your sister and the orchards and the stakes. You 
did not ask me to go with you. Your packed suitcase held 
every word we left unsaid. You pushed my hair back, 
kissed me so softly on 
the cheek, and then 
you were gone. I was 
left alone in the town 
where Га grown up, my 
dark hair just starting 
to grow back. 

I got a job as a re- 
ceptionist at a law of- 
fice. My sister stopped 
talking to me. I put 
on hose and heels and 
painted my nails at the 
front desk. I put on 
apple-red lipstick and 
left the windows wide 
open, relishing the feel 
of empty freedom. 

Soon, the swelter- 
ing August heat drove 
me to the cool of the 
hotel bar. He saw me 
through the clouded 
reflection of the bar 
and turned to ap- 
proach me. 

I meet him in the 
fall. I always do. = 
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Featured Poet: 
Chad Oliver 


Piece: “21st Century Heartbreak” 


Major: Radio, Television, and Film 
Year: Sophomore 
Hometown: Decatur, Alabama 
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1. How did you come up with the title for this work? 
The title I chose was the first thing that came to mind when I looked at the poem as a whole. It made sense to me be- 


cause this form of heartbreak (having someone ignore your text when they've clearly been looking at their phone) is 
very specific to now. It isn't something that could have happened one hundred years ago. 


2. What was your inspiration for this piece? 
I do a lot of laughing at people, myself included, when I notice their behavior with texting. I often judge people for 
never looking up from their phones but find myself doing the exact same thing. We need constant alerts and conversa- 


tions and updates, or we will get bored ог, in the case of this poem, lonely. I'm not much of a poet, so I figured if I was 
going to write a love poem, it would be written about this laughable aspect of love. 


3. How would you describe your creative process? 
A lot of bad ideas scribbled out on a page and then one good idea underlined 47 times. 


4. What was the hardest part about writing this piece? 


Getting comfortable writing poetry. I had never written poetry before the Intro to Creative Writing class that I am tak- 
ing this year, and so far, all we have done has been poetry writing. It was a bit out of my comfort zone at first, but Tm 
starting to really enjoy it. | 


5. When did you start writing and why? 


Creating stories has always been interesting to me, but I started taking writing more seriously when I decided it was 
what I wanted to do for the rest of my life, in the form of screenwriting. So in 11th grade, I started trying to create as 
many stories as I could, but I hadn't written a poem until this semester. 


6. Who is your biggest writing influence and why? 


I don't know if I have any one writer who has influenced me more than any other, but my favorite writers include C. S. 
Lewis, John Steinbeck, and Stephen King. 


7. Which do you prefer to use when writing: pencil, pen or computer? 


I do prewriting with a pen in my Moleskine notebook, then I type out everything else on my computer. 


8. What's your favorite thing about writing? 


The ability to create characters and watch them react to the things you throw at them. 
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iPhone buzzing, glowing acros 


I run as fast as my feet will allow. eis oa 
Slide to unlock won't get me there soon 
enough. I want to read it right now. 
One new message! It's just from my father. 
I thought itd be her. Why do I bother? 
I sent that text seven hours ago. 
Crafted to perfection in every word. 
Why is her response time so freaking slow? 
Perhaps she’s died, and her phone goes unheard. 
To pass the time, I decide to check Twitter, 
Facebook, and Instagram, so I can forget her. 
_As I search, I see she has uploaded four 
~ pictures of coffee. My text was ignored. 


E. Chad Oliver _ 


“Winspear” by Mary Cole Daulton s 
* Nikon DS100 


49 


` Auburn Circle 


Vodka To 
waltz 


The guitar strings reverberate through the hazy room, » 
Stringing out emotions like well-worn hearts with secrets to tell 
And yell across the room. 

“I love you, most beautiful darling? x 
Come home with me tonight and dance to the Trotline drummings 
Softly, softly like dull vibrations 

Coursing through you, coursing through me, 

Like two hearts strung to a melody that we all know, 
But guard so tenderly. 

Or throw away. 

Like pennies in the rain. 

Like you. 


P 


Come waltz across the room with me, most beautiful darling, 
And take my hands of memory into yours. 

Put the vodka tonic down for the moment. oe 

Forget the drunken soliloquies of fools without a melody 
That “waltz” along beside us, pretending that they know. 

For nobody knows the waltz of friends that meet again, 
After black tie affairs without the cocktails, 

After somber touches and honey-sweet sentiments 

Dripping from the preacher's sugarcoated tongue. 

After watching the shovel part soft, rich earth, 

And bury someone far richer to us, deeper and deeper still. 
Its not another black and white affair, most beautiful darling. 
No champagne, no twinkling glasses, 

Just tears dug into the dark, cold ground. 

Now, its only me, and it's only you, 

And the others, waltzing in this great big room. 

But tonight, ГЇЇ just slow dance with you, 

And we can remember. 


Alissa Best 
poetry 
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“Toll Road + Meaders” by Ма Cale 
oll Roa y Mary xe 
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Post-War 


Day’s noise cleaning cooking help numb her, 
But his absence foments in the quiet night 
When the days television and 

Their baby girl's cries have ceased for sleep. 


Only his invisible skin cells inhabit 
The sheet beneath her, and she layers 
Another blanket to mimic his warmth 
But cannot surrender to sleep— 


She thinks instead of death's fresh soil 
Hardening quickly in the crackling cold snow, 
Engulfing him and his memories: 

The shrapnel the gunshots the stench. 


Laura Hanna 
poetry 


Four 
Dozen 


Roses she bought to put on the grave: 

One rose for every year they were married, 
Minus two, which she placed on the table 
Where he and she used to eat 

Until the edges of the leaves began to blacken 


She dreamt the metaphor but it's lost now like 

The crescendo of a piano that needs tuning, 

Voices trying to speak from inside the earth, — 

So much she didn't say before the leaves began to blacken, 
Frustration tears screams, 

Rumblings from inside the earth, interred no more, 
Scorching the ears of the those who walk the earth 
With their music, their fire 


Laura Hanna 
poetry 
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Featured Poet: 
Rob Brice 


Piece: “Once Upon a Time in Chicago" 


Major: Physics 
Year: Graduate student | 
Hometown: Marietta, Georgia 


Auburn Circle 


1. How did you come up with the title for this work? 


Once Upon a Time in the West is one of my favorite movies, and I've always appreciated the title for its simplicity. I 
wanted a simple title for this poem, too. 


2. What was your inspiration for this piece? 


A week I spent in Chicago some years ago. I went up to visit a friend, and I ended up meeting a girl named Jenny while 
I was there. 


3. How would you describe your creative process? 


I like to sit in a dark room, quiet, no one else around. Then I just try to remember and focus in on all the little details 
that I can. 


4. What was the hardest part about writing this piece? 


I definitely struggled with the flow on this one. I wanted it to have a sense of motion and nostalgia, like moving through 
memory. I went through many drafts before I came to something I was happy with. 


5. When did you start writing and why? 
I tried to start writing in high school, but everything I wrote was terrible. I stopped for several years before picking it up 
again. I felt compelled to start again because I had to see what else I had inside of me. Up until that point, my life was 


pointed solely in the direction of math and science. But I felt like there was something missing, and it wasn't something 
small. 


6. Who is your biggest writing influence and why? 
My first major influence was Emily Bronté. I loved Wuthering Heights, and I read it several times. For me, it reached 


deep into the human spirit on a level I could connect with. I also really appreciate the beautiful and intricate language 
of M.T. Anderson. 


7. Which do you prefer to use when writing: pencil, pen or computer? 


Definitely on the computer—desktop computer with a full-size keyboard. 


8. What's your favorite thing about writing? 


It gives me the hope that I might be able to write something one day that helps or inspires someone else. Also, I have 
the hope that it might help people know me— being an introvert, I often feel misunderstood. 
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Once Upon a 


You closed the chipped screen door, 

As brass and lacquer slept, 

Hidden from their old shine. 

Your motion was smooth jazz in the ryegrass, 

And I pictured the uncolored terrain of Oak Lawn, 
Dilapidated, with broken little houses, scuffed brick, 
And an essence of splendor withheld. 

I wanted to take you from Archer Avenue, 

Into the forest of high steel, 

Beyond the industrial district, 

Where Tomak, the Polish guitarist, 

Strummed for metal and folded paper. 


I remembered the slam poet at the Green Mill 

Who said some motherfucker smashed his face on a sidewalk. 
He was bold like wicked asphalt, 

And I thought, *What lightning must live in that guy?” 

Notes of the city tingled in the fray, 

Arousing aortic pulse deep within my gut— 

I craved heart to birth dense magic, 

Before I climbed your high-rise with fire roses, 

Pulling thunder from the lungs of the city, 

And rising from canyons of mortar and cement. 


Your mouth tasted the way lavender smells, 

While the DJs spun vinyl through our walls, 

And you spoke like magma, 

Welling up in burning fragrance from your center— 
“A woman should only let a man touch her body 

i After hes touched her heart and mind” 

| We poured warm tremolo into our veins, 

| You with green glass held cold to your lips, 

j I clutched my bottle of Glenlivet, 

| And the streets dripped with grit and fire. 


We moved through boiling city lights, 

Becoming rhythm in the dark hours, like hot-night-salsa, 
Tension in our arms, passing each street corner 
With a cross-body lead. 

The glitter of Lakeshore spiced the shine of our eyes, 
Before we planted our dry feet on the waterline. 

My hands baked into your warm skin, 

While your fingers slept in mine, 

And we glided like molten silver, 

Cutting rivers through charcoal and coarse canvas, 
Bringing fruit and flower to moonlight, 

As we stitched ourselves deep into the black. 


Rob Brice 
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A slim tube of plastic, blue, 
lies in wait upon the desk, 
peripheral without a project. 


The axe rusts in the stump, reddening 
with neglect, no point 

without a hand to wield it— 

a tacky yard ornament. 


| What is a hammer, but a stick 
"d and dumb metal, an ungainly paper- 
weight, without a will to give it purpose? 


The computer whispers ! 

1 to itself, and waits— 
counts its ones and zeroes, i 

е curating its dust. ry 
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Caitlin Piery 
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You snore, muffled by we 
pillow. I try to match and watc 
| the dream in my arms. = 
I feel rooted, grown by sweet 
and sour sweat in a backyard 
next to a white fence, branches 
outstretched, bursting with 
?reen, a tire swing in tow. 

am from pink slips 
] parents' deaths rising from 
_ scruffy branches where they melt. 
I taste simmering blood, long since 
boiled, stained under chewed " 
fingernails. I hear Christmas 
coming down the stairs and 
birthdays undressed to the nines. 
I could rot in that yard, become 
soil for fresh fruit and local lettuce 
and you could eat me and finally 
be healthy, the rest of your life 
smelling of Florida citrus, 
walking that way I like. 
But I cant sleep on my side. 


Bradley Zellner - 


Fall 2013 


Featured Poet: 
| aura Hanna 


Piece: “In Lieu of Flowers" 


Major: English 
Year: First-year graduate student 
Hometown: Valdosta, Georgia 


Auburn Circle 


1. How did you come up with the title for this work? 


I had originally titled it “In Lieu of Admission Notification” because I was anxious to hear back from the graduate 
schools that I had applied to. Everything in the poem is what I would rather have been doing than waiting for a re- 
sponse. But during my last revision, I changed the title to “In Lieu of Flowers" because I wanted the poem to be more 
universal. I wanted to illustrate that experiencing the beauty of nature first-hand is a more powerful form of living than 
waiting around to be gifted with a second-hand or recycled form of nature—a bouquet of flowers. 


2. How would you describe your creative process? 
Sometimes I go weeks without writing a poem. Other times, I write two or three poems in one sitting. It just depends 


on how much I discipline myself and how much time I have to write outside of the assignments and grading I am re- 
sponsible for as a student and graduate teaching assistant. 


3. When did you start writing and why? 
I started writing poetry when I was in middle school. But my poetry really wasn't any good until I was in my junior 
year as an undergrad, when I took a poetry workshop class at Valdosta State University with Dr. Marty Williams. Near 


the middle of the semester, my poetry started improving significantly because I had finally found my poetic voice—a 
voice Im still learning to sharpen in professor Kuipers’s graduate-level poetry writing class here at Auburn University. 


4.Who is your biggest writing influence and why? 


My biggest writing influences are the Fresno poets, especially Phil Levine and Larry Levis. Their poetry is simply won- 
derful; their imagery, similes, and metaphors inspire me because of their beauty, sharpness, and clarity. 


5. Where's your favorite place to write? 


In my room with instrumental/classical music on. If it's cold outside, I also like for the window to be open. 


6. What's your favorite thing about writing? 


My favorite thing about writing is its relative permanence (as opposed to speaking) and that it provides people with 
the agency to express how they feel in a tangible way. Even if there is no one to hear you speaking right at that moment 
when you're experiencing an emotion or having an epiphany, you can write that idea down and it will always be there. 


7.11 you had the opportunity to have coffee/tea with any writer, dead or alive, 
who would you choose and why? 


C. S. Lewis, because he was such a brilliant writer and Christian apologist who makes a water-tight case for belief in 
God. 
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Nikon 25100 
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In Lieu 
Of Flowers 


I want to play the piano, 

Hear the vibrations swim into my ears and 

Press the pedals one by one as the melody ripens. 
I want to feel the rain wash the sand from my hair 
And the salt from my eyes. 

I want to crack open the shells of the macadamias 
Falling from the tree and 

Eat of their white flesh. 

I want to escape to the caves of Jdita 

And hide from the birds that know my yearning 
Like they know the moans of their children 

And the scent of the pines they call home. 


Laura Hanna 
DOSTPV 
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Each 
Glass 


1, too, thirst the damp rim— 
Its impending move to my lips. 
Awoken by the bitter pool at its brim; 
The nectar ruined by bombing drips. 


Trotting about the bash in stumbling poise— 
Earth calling in my toppling advance; 
The blunders veiled by royal noise; 
Spins too great for this ballroom dance. 


The girl trapped in my soulless stare— 
Whos wary of my grumbled yells— 
The pain of my married hand must tear 
A lusty whole in her, my stewed mind tells. 


Across the room I see the right— 
To leave, shut-eye, and wake; 
Where false beauty strays from the night; 
I choose ale and ache. 


Fernando Turpin 
poetry 


what Haunts 
Goya 


Round, hollow eyes staring, 
thick, black, lifeless, 
pleading or greeding 

for something unknown. 
I have whatever it is— 
perhaps a soul, 

if I've got one, 

perhaps lighter flesh 

that doesnt rot 

as I walk. 

God help them, 

these aimless wanderers, 
these helpless heathens 
that follow each other 
from the depths of hell 
to the tip of my brush. 


Alicia Berdeguez 
poetry 
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"Rush Hour" by Beth Pearce 
Canon Powershot SD1100 IS 
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“Hercules Slaying the Centaur” by Derek Herscovici 
Sony DSC-HX5V 


Soraya M, 
As She Ascends 


“There was a stone in my sons hand, 

And it left the fingers that once graced my cheek. 

It moved at me with such speed 

That it pierced my heart before it ever ripped my flesh; 

My world spun about me, my intentions became red vapor. 
The hand that I longed to touch, 

The wispy kisses that were like grains of sugar in my dreams, 
All before me, I saw them fall into the void. 


“The crowd soaked with bloodlust, 

And I, so naive in my gifted innocence... 

Did they ever say they knew Soraya? 

Was my heart such a mystery before God? 

And my lucidity forgotten, the air around me vibrating, 
Stale, tasteless, 

Except for the salt from my own dripping wounds, 

And the light losing color as screams sloshed like waves. 


“I was a wife—I remember my wedding day, 
I remember my anxiousness 

To give myself to my darling, 

My hero, my lover, my accuser, my hater... 
And then there was guile on his tongue, 
Smoke on his singed lips, 

And a black crust around that pitiful waste 
That beat in his chest. 


“When I was a little girl, 

My eyes were bright, the infinity surrounded me, 
And it caressed my soft skin; 

It was butterfly wings on my tender optimism; 
The glow from the morning ebbed with my age, 
As my face matured, and my hands grew strong. 


“Now, the dust has choked my throat, 

The rich dark blood in my hair that was once 
My glorious covering, 

And I, alone in destitution of spirit, 
Embraced in all senses of pain, 

Can find only solace in the hint of a hereafter. 


Auburn Circle 


“I wish for my new world, 

A world where my hero would come, 

Where I am not a harlot for wanting a warrior, 
And my wild feminine heart is pursued; 

I wish for any place with a gentle presence, 
Where I am no longer alone. 


“I wait for my last breath, my last heartbeat; 

I wait for my world to dim, 

For my sons to vanish from my scarred and foggy eyes; 
I wait for the absence of vile humanity. 

As I look at the men, the cowards of my life’s kingdom, 
I pray for the lost. 


“As I gasp and choke on the tinny copper of my brain’s blood, 

I dreamt that a man was ever born. 

I thought I knew so many, knew vibrant and leathered strength, 
But I was the courted fool, surrounded by empty shells, 
Hollow souls, and dead souls, still lingering in the world, 
Bathed with fear, spiced heavy with lust, depraved, without love. 


"If I am guilty, 

It is of not loving myself, 

If I am a whore, 

It is because I lay passionately with hope for their hearts; 
My sons— my beautiful boys, bent to their father. 

I pray my death will give them tears, 

River guides that bring them home to know, 

I forgive them with my whole being? 


Rob Brice 
poetry 


43 


Fall 2013 — — II Auburn Circle 


фани ИК Дн QUIM tinet 


E 


by Derek Herscovici Z- 
Sony DSC-HX5V ^ په‎ 


. 4“ 
Lit Ta < k. 
wá - سی‎ 
; d ә 4, 7 


Gringo 


He keeps his wallet in his front pocket 
but forgot the umbrella. Khaki pants are 
yellow? olive? brown? 

Skin. 

The bus driver tells him it's his stop. 
“Thank you, 77 

A cab awaits his cash 

outside the bar. 1% late, 

Monday night. Semana Santa. 

He rides with a lit cig and 
tips to compensate. 
"Danke schón, señor” The driver 
might take a loop. 


The eagle is walking now 
and chucks the fruit he brought. Apple : 
cores dissolve in 
only six to eight months. 
Nature is neat like magic... 
Underneath the rain, hes waxing. _. 
andhell'wane-— |. ^ == ғ 
hes an American : ^ 
-— [Tam American’ So ате: د‎ 

— .-900 million. North, ~ - هک‎ 
Central South andSea— — ^ == Me oi 
so much land Ta MO aide 
forjustonebird. . = = des. ee 


Benjamin Йоп — 7 


CANIS p = 
£o ps wi ч 


Bridge" by-DéfeksHerscovici з 
PC ; /Sony DSC-HX5V 


E y 


і 
ч 


\ 


48 


Fall 2013 


Featured Poet: 
Bradley Zellner 


Piece: “Notasulga” 


Major: Radio, Television, and Film 
Year: Senior 
Hometown: Notasulga, Alabama 


Auburn Circle 


1. How did you come up with the title for this work? 


I never actually say the name of the town. If you're not from the area, that part may be hard to know. Also, I always like 
the idea of the high-concept, ambitious, personal piece. This is what I wanted this to be. 


2. What was your inspiration for this piece? 


The image of people chasing chickens through the street. That's all I had to begin with, and it went from there. Plus, just 
let us have Victoryland. For a conservative state that claims to hate the government interfering in peoples lives, they 
seem to be pretty eager to take stuff from the poor areas that can't pay much in taxes. 


4. What was the hardest part about writing this piece? 


Making it substantial to someone who has no idea what Notasulga is. I still don't think someone whos not from around 
here would really give a damn about it. 


6. Who is your biggest writing influence and why? 


Id say either Charles Bukowski or Junot Diaz. They both write about the outlier, the underdog, the piece of shit: what- 
ever you want to call them. Bukowski doesn't dress anything up. I love that honesty. As far as poetry goes, I'd say he and 
Charles Simic are two of my favorites for the unsettling imagery they come up with. It's not dark or violent in a lot of 
cases, but it's nonetheless jarring when someone describes a moment of clarity and the beer shits in the same breath. 
And Diaz is as close to what I wish I could be as I have encountered. He writes so raw and so personal. His personality 
comes through with every sentence. It's not the type of thing another guy could write. Plus, growing up in a nowhere 
town, I've always identified with New Jersey artists. Springsteen, Titus Andronicus, Jon Leibowitz: it's nice to know you 
dont have to come from somewhere to be somewhere. 


9. What's your favorite thing about writing? 


Ilike putting myself in a characters mind. True empathy is hard, but if you can do it, you can create a character as vivid 
as a real person. If you think about that person enough, they become real. It's interesting when you become so attached 
to characters (or even just images or situations) that your opinion of it changes and it alters the story you set out to 
write. It can ruin what you're trying to do, but if you're lucky it'll be for the best. 


10. If you had the opportunity to have coffee/tea with any writer, dead or alive, 
who would you choose and why? 
If we're getting coffee, I'd say James Joyce. Mostly just to ask him what the hell is going on in Finnegan's Wake. I mean, 


it's not even words. However, if I was to be able to choose the drink, itd have to be William Faulkner and Wild Turkey 
because, to quote the Triple 6 Mafia, “were getting fucked up” 


49 


|| 


50 


Notasulga 


Victoryland lost, Bibles thumped 
louder than slot levers crunched 
and Shorter got shorted as the 
lines in Tuskegee got longer. 

We had the greyhounds and 

we had the slots, now we got 
nothing, not even scratch-offs on 
this side of the Chattahoochee. 

So we tend golden chickens, 

and wait for golden eggs. They 
peck the ground by the train tracks 
where truants throw pebbles 

at Curt Copes quarry, knowing 
they wont hit anyone they 

know. Golden chickens in the 
Dollar General parking lot, 
SNAPS-approved monopolies 

on batter-beaten groceries since 
Red & White wouldnt stop 
swapping welfare for wine. 
Golden chickens at Miss Sherry’s, 
where the right side of the poverty 
line goes to learn to read for a fee. 
Our parents may think were better 
off, but were all waiting for 
something golden that comes 

out of geese our textbooks 

do not describe. 


Bradley Zellner 
poetry 


*The Backyard" by Charlie Harper 
Canon T2i 
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Icarus 


I closed my eyes on the train and opened them in an orchard. It was dead, and I 
was dead, and the old man who was hanging the apples in the trees must have been 
dead too because he looked at me and through me and then plucked out his own eyes 
with his spider-fingers. 


He buried them beneath the orchard soil and went right back to tying fruit to the 
barren limbs. The fruit was the only thing that wasnt dead, but it would be soon. 


I knew that because I could hear a piano coming from somewhere but not here, 
and it told me. Not with words, not with a song, but with raw and unhinged notes that 
sounded like staring at a whitewashed wall. 


The old man hanging fruit heard it too and saw me without eyes, and thats when 


he knew I was listening. I knew that he knew I was listening because when he didnt 
see me, he smiled, and his teeth were piano keys, and his tongue was the pedal. 


Laura Raye May 
fiction 
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[here was a little bird with broken wings that sham- 
bled over the ground and devoured the apples that the 
old man hanging fruit had dropped. He said his name 
was Icarus, and his voice was like a heartbeat in the wind. 
I saw him dig up the old mans eyes and put them where 
his own should go, and then he traded the old mans lips 
and piano teeth for his beak. 


The old man wore the beak, but his voice was still 
the broken notes, and the bird still spoke in sickening 


Auburn Circle 


throbs. I asked why he was hanging fruit, and he handed 
me a book he kept in his front pocket. It had no name, 
and the bindings were all black, and each and every page 
was filled from top to bottom with a scrawling, repeat- 
ing, “The bird is my master, the bird is my friend” I won- 
dered where he got the time to write it all, since he was 
always tying apples to the trees. He didn't answer, but 
suddenly I knew that Old Man was on the train with his 
eyes closed, too, and that we were never going back, so 
I picked up a rope and plucked out my eyes and started 
tying apples to the trees. m 


“ Still wish You'd Have Come to Coney Island with Ме” by Renae Nicole Rodriguez 


Polaroid 320 with Fuji FP-100c Film 
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“His Power in God's Country? by Adam Sparks 
Nikon 03005 
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Not Quite Here, 
Not Quite There 


Fainting, what a weird sensation this is 

to be there one minute and be gone the next. 
It creeps up on you, your head starts to fizz. 
You have no time to even send out a text. 

The feeling of helplessness and surprise, 

you feel a pull on the back of your head, 

feel yourself falling before you realize. 

Next thing you know you are lying in bed 
wondering how you got to where you are. 
You try remembering— nothing comes to mind— 
you blink but still all you see is stars. 

After some thinking you finally find 

that we are not quite here, not quite there. 
You blink again and take in the cold night air. 


Maria Mann 
poetry 


Featured Artist: 
Andrew Whited 


Piece: “Crag” 


Major: a Design 
Year: Sento 
HOMME Atlanta, Georgia 


Auburn Circle 


1. How did you come up with the title for this work? 


The title is “Crag.” Its a simple, descriptive title; a crag is a large chunk of rock. 


2. What was your inspiration for this piece? 


I was climbing with some friends, and the lighting in this crack that we were in was really interesting. The chalk looked 
great with the backlight so we got a few shots of him applying the chalk. 


3. How would you describe your creative process? 


In design it is very structured and research heavy. It is more intellectual and moves slowly. Photography lets me move 
quickly and experiment in the process. 


4. When did you begin taking photographs and why? 


I started in high school. Photography was an outlet that allowed me to focus on the formal qualities of a work without 
getting bogged down with the tedious technique of say drawing or painting. 


5. Who is your biggest artistic influence and why? 


Ilove the work of Donald Judd, Max Bill, Adam Mayger, and Olle Baertling. As far as photography goes, I think that I 
am influenced the most by Joe McNally, Gregory Heisler, and Collin Hughes. 


6. Which do you prefer to shoot in black and white or color? Why? 


I'm colorblind, so as much as I love working with color, I think my black and white work is sometimes more successful. 


7. Where's your favorite place to take pictures? 


Sandrock, Alabama (where "Crag" was taken) presents some fun challenges of capturing rocks and trees as well as 
climbing. 


8. What's your favorite subject for photographs? 


I think that I have the most fun with portraits and experimenting with lighting. 


9. What's your favorite thing about photography? 


It allows me to be creative in a different way, and therefore stretches my creative ability. 
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Featured Artist: 
Jeffrey Bolan 


Piece: “Samford: 1897 to 2011.” 


Major: Aerospace Engineerin 
Year: First-year graduate student 
Hometown: Hazel Green, Alabama 


Auburn Circle 


1. How did you come up with the title for this work? 


I couldnt come up with a particularly inspiring or unique title, so I kept it basic. 


2. What was your inspiration for this piece? 


I once saw a "blended photograph" of Toomer's Corner someone had made. The left side of the picture was Toomer's 
Corner in the 1800s and on the right side was the modern day street. It looked really impressive and I considered how 
they made it. The process seemed fairly straightforward, so I made a mental note to try the same concept someday. 


3. How would you describe your creative process? 


With regard to "blended photographs" like this one of Samford Hall, I have a pretty basic process. I first find old pho- 
tographs from the Special Collections and Archives at the Auburn University Libraries. I then sort through the images 
and find photographs that are good candidates to be blended. Some old photographs, while visually striking, are not vi- 
able because significant changes in landscaping or construction have blocked the primary subject of the old photograph 
as viewed from the present-day location. After finding suitable old photographs, I put them on my camera and walk 
around the location, taking photos as I guess where the original photographer once stood. After taking a selection of 
pictures, I then use my computer to composite, or layer, the old and new photographs on top of each other. After align- 
ing the two images, its simply a matter of figuring out how to show elements of both in an aesthetically pleasing way. 


4. When did you begin taking photographs and why? 
I really got started with photography in 3rd grade. My dad was given a digital camera (which used 3.5" floppy disks!), 
and I quickly began taking hundreds of pictures with it. I had no real artistic goals in mind back then, but after getting 


a more modern digital camera with manual settings in high school, I began to experiment with different shutter speeds 
and apertures. It was then that I really fell in love with photography. 


6. Which do you prefer to shoot in black and white or color? Why? 


I prefer to shoot in color. Its more bright and cheerful, plus you can always approximate black and white using digital 
editing tools now. 


7. What's your favorite thing about photography? 


The chance to capture a fresh perspective and be creative. 


8. What's your favorite feature on your camera or your favorite Photoshop 
tool? 


The image editor I use, called the GIMP, has a nifty feature called "color-to-alpha" that will convert a given color in the 
image to varying levels of transparency, according to the amount of color present. I don't use it often, but it's a unique 
tool to have! 
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The raw hands of tomorrow hold me 
like a father: 

with both arms tight, pressing me away 
from feeling a pulse, a heartbeat. 


Time never coddles. It hesitates, 
sprints, breaks promises. 


It splays out over the text of your dreams, 
obscuring Step 3 and 4, 
assuming you remember the way things 


go. 


My father believes ГЇЇ be a doctor, 
An engineer, a six-figure contract 
Consultant. 


He holds me 
Е like a father inspecting а foreign 
abscess on flesh—with gentle, fearful fingers. 


I dream ГЇЇ be happy, 
albeit broke. 


Only time will tell if my father 
will hold me like yesterday: 
and never let go. 


Ashley Edwards 
poetry 
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1. How did you come up with the title for this work? 


Each paragraph in the story is just a piece of a larger memory—just an instant in time that I could remember, for what- 
ever reason. I chose the title ‘Snapshots’ because in thinking about those memories, I realized that they were just very 
tiny moments that at the time had felt insignificant to the big picture. It reminded me of those pictures you delete from 
your camera because they dont really show anything. 


2. What was your inspiration for this piece? 


My Meemaw, Vera Hendrix. My family and I watched her struggle through Alzheimer’s the past four or five years, and 
it really got bad in the last year and a half or so. She passed away on August 7, 2013, and the weeks that followed were so 
chaotic that I didn't really have a chance to feel. Her funeral was the 10th, my sister got married the 17th, work started 
the 18th, classes started the 21st, and I had just started an internship as well. The inspiration came when I realized I 
didn't want to shove everything away just because I was busy. The first chance I got, I laid on my couch and closed my 
eyes and remembered, and these are the things that I remembered. I wanted to highlight some of the big things, but 
mostly the little things, because I hadn't realized how much they mattered to me until then. I hadn't even known that I 
remembered most of them. 


3. How would you describe your creative process? 


Usually ГЇЇ write what I'm feeling and then come back to it, because Im a perfectionist and like to make multiple drafts 
of things before I call something complete, but this piece was different. For the most part, with this piece, I just started 
writing immediately after Id spent that time remembering, and the only things that were drastically edited were the 
omission and re-addition of a couple ‘scenes? Sometimes you just know what you want to say and how you want to say 
it. This is the only story I've never written more than once. 


4. What was the hardest part about writing this piece? 


The hardest part was dealing with the emotions that came with it. I don't really like to talk about my feelings much, and 
that includes self-acknowledgment of those feelings. It was hard to write this because I had to force myself to look at 
all these hurting parts of me that I had been trying so hard to ignore. And then not only look at them, but talk about 
them. I almost didn't submit it; I thought it was too personal. I had to remind myself that it's okay to be human and to 
feel, and that's why I ended up sending it on to The Circle. 


5. When did you start writing and why? 


The earliest I can remember writing is in kindergarten. I was always kind of a quiet kid and had trouble expressing 
myself, but I loved reading and would get so wrapped up in books, even when I was that young, that I wouldnt hear 
people calling my name or would forget to get off the bus. We had an assignment for an art festival at my elementary 
school, and because I loved reading, I chose to write a poem for it and absolutely fell in love. 


6. What's your favorite thing about writing? 


It gives me a medium to express myself without having to speak but still using words. I think in pictures, and it allows 
me the chance to describe what Im seeing in a way that everyone else can hopefully understand, or at least begin to 
understand. 
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Snapshots 


It is 2013. 


I am sitting in a room that smells of medicine and endings. There is only one dim 
wall sconce for illumination, but late summer sun drifts through the lone window. 
My father naps in the rocking chair we brought from home, and the old woman in 
the hospital bed is still as stone. I am not alone in this room, but I am alone. 


It is 1997. 

I am standing in a sprawling back yard that overlooks a jade and cyan lake. My 
fledgling feet are bare and itching in the cool spring grass. Somewhere behind, my 
mother's voice barely registers in my five-year-old ears, warning me not to ruin my 
Easter dress. 


"Sweetheart, don't run—oh, she wont listen to me. Children never listen to their 


Laura Raye May 
nonfiction 


mothers. Vera, would you? Shell listen to her Meemaw” 


I hear an aging laugh, and a wrinkled hand gently 
grasps my sapling fingers. 


It is 2001. 


I am wrapped in fleece and flannel, sitting cross-legged 
in an antique dining room floor. It never snows in Ala- 
bama, but the white Christmas tree lights that dance off 
the facets of the crystal chandelier allow us to pretend. 

I am too old to believe in Santa anymore, but Pawpaw 
still goes out onto the porch with bells every Decem- 


Auburn Circle 


ber 24" and pretends to be a sleigh. Meemaw’s ancient 
emerald eyes crinkle with mirth. 


“Oh, you girls better get on home and get to bed! Y'all 
better hurry, or you'll wake up to coal in your stock- 
ings!” 


My mother and father rush my sister and me out into 
the red-cheeked frost. 


It is 2004. 


Wooden boards creak above a murky lake and splinter 


by Emily Enfinger 
Nikon D90 
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against my naked toes. Pawpaw leans on the railing 
with a fishing rod that will never get a bite because he’s 
using plastic worms. 


“You got to use the real ones,” he tells me as my sister 


"Alyssa and Red Flowers" by Emily Enfinger 
Nikon D90 


sprawls on her stomach, straining adolescent fingers 
toward adolescent fish. “You got to use the real ones, 
‘cause they put up a fight” 


А voice that is nothing like stone and everything like 
sweet tea sings out across the vast lawn, interrupting 
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Gç I am sitting in a room that smells of medicine and endings. The 


summer sun has been replaced by moonlight, and everything is ochre. 
My father is still in the rocking chair, but he is no longer sleeping. 


our aquatic musings. 
“Y'all come on up to the house and get some supper!” 
It is 2013. 


I am sitting in a room that smells of medicine and end- 
ings. The summer sun has been replaced by moonlight, 
and everything is ochre. My father is still in the rocking 
chair, but he is no longer sleeping. His calloused hands 
stroke the wispy snow-hair of the stone woman in the 
bed, and for a moment, he resembles Atlas. Sweet words 
of love dribble from his mouth as words I wish Id said 
dribble from my eyes. I am not alone in this room, but 

I am alone. 


It is 1994. 


An autumn chill prickles against the flushing skin be- 
neath my pumpkin-painted face. Feet that have barely 
learned to walk run to the elderly faces at the top of 
brick stairs, flanked by pillars of white, untouchable. 
The old woman smiles and holds out her arms, and I 
see my small reflection in her gold-rimmed glasses. At 
her side, Pawpaw laughs like he is eternal. 


А baby cries on my mother's hip, and my father begs his 
parents not to let me eat too much sugar. 


It is 2006. 


I stand with my family and stare at the withered face of 
my father's father in a chrome-plated casket. Meemaw 
is broken and everyone can see. The moment is so pub- 
lic that I can taste the salty whispers of all the ancient 
artifacts who mill around and wish us well. Tears carve 
new canyon-wrinkles in the not-yet-stone face of my 
grandmother. An old woman who smells of mothballs 
has the audacity to tell me “happy birthday; and I de- 
cide it isn't anymore. 


I am not alone in this room, but I so desperately wish 
that I was. 


It is 2009. 


Iam in a kitchen full of women, passing dirty plates to 
my grandmother while the men make idle conversation 
that we can just barely hear over the steady rushing of 
the sink. Meemaw's canyon face has learned to smile 
again, and she asks me about college for the millionth 
time as she scratches cold macaroni from painted 
ceramic. 


"What do you think you'll study? Think you'll study 
English like your grandma? I'm just so proud of you 
girls” 


My sister beams and takes the scraped-clean plate to 
put it in the cabinet while I pass off another. 


It is 2013. 


I am sitting in a room that smells of medicine and end- 
ings. The window is open, and the cool summer night 
floats in on the breath of a rainstorm. I sit in the rock- 
ing chair and stroke my stone-grandmother's forehead 
while my father holds her hand of glass and prays. Her 
lungs are made of paper that rip and tear with every 
inhalation. The clock reads 11:22 when my masonry 
grandmother becomes a fossil. We are all alone to- 
gether. 


It is 2013. 

I am standing in a room that smells of medicine and 
endings. I am standing where a hospital bed stood the 
night before. My father's voice comes from the door- 
way. 

"Can you pack up her clothes?" 


He wheels her dresser down the fluorescent hallway. 


I am alone in this room, but I am not alone. ж 
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of our people is who we are. _ 


Never forget it, Adado 
I turn over to visit آ‎ 
the last time he 
remembered me. 
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1. How did you come up with the title for this work? 


The subject of the picture is a small church in Collioure, France. The word “consecration” perfectly captured the char- 
acter of the church. It is a holy place situated on an island just off shore. The rock wall framing the picture seemed to 
emphasize the distance between the viewer and the sacred, separate place. 


2. What was your inspiration for this piece? 


My family and I were walking around a town in France when we came across this wall that had several small windows 
in it. We could look through them and see out over the ocean and the church, and with the rocks creating a natural 
frame around the view, I knew it was the perfect spot for a picture. 


3. When did you begin taking photographs and why? 


When I was little I got a wind-up film camera with Franklin the turtle on it for Christmas, and I've been taking pictures 
ever since! 


4. Which do you prefer to shoot in black and white or color? Why? 


I prefer shooting in color because color can add so much to a picture. Black and white looks great for some photos, but 
a lot of times beautifully colored scenery is what makes me want to take a picture in the first place. 


5. Where's your favorite place to take pictures? 


Ilove taking pictures at my grandparents' cottage in Canada. It's one of my favorite places and is surrounded by beauti- 
ful scenery. 


6. What's your favorite subject for photographs? 


Whenever I travel somewhere new, I end up taking way too many pictures. Usually a lot of them are of the scenery, 
which I do love photographing, but I think my favorite subject is my friends and family. I can look back on pictures 
from years ago and still remember a funny story about that moment. 


7. What's your favorite thing about photography? 


Ilove how well a picture can capture a special occasion or a great view or a silly moment with friends. 


8. What's your favorite feature on your camera or your favorite Photoshop 
tool? 


Ilove the button that takes the picture. 


79 


80 


Fall 2013 


: : ۸ M б í 
Жс. y mien 1 
` 
\ 
; | 
, 
mee s 
; ; 0 Ç ж 
^ - 9» 
se es; 
$ =w 
= 
Жу таў ( 


*Consecration" by Beth Pearce M : ' 


Canon PowerShot SD 1 100 IS Nar m ` ( 
> : Ji » au c. c - : R 5 a 2 


by Derek Herscoyici کس‎ 


som4DSC Ота У 
ام‎ 
ue 
he 
тт 


i 


